jibes about the hold that the Church and the Jews have on the
country. They call the Government the 'K.K.' Government,
*K und K', before the war, meant Kaiserliche und Kbnigliche, or
Imperial and Royal; CK.K.' to-day, in Nazi accents, means
'Kutte-Kaftarf, or 'Cowl and Caftan', to indicate their belief that
the Jews and the Jesuits work hand in hand. And the little
red-white-red riband which all supporters of the Government
have to wear, to show that they belong to the orthodox Patriotic
Front founded by Dollfuss, the Nazis call the Tour le s&nite5,
for the same reason.

Amid this throng of Jews and Clericals and young ardent
Nazis longing to have Hitler come to Vienna, strolls the average
Viennese, kindly, courteous, cynical, witty, often bored about
politics, unless he be a monarchist longing for the repeopling
of the Court, or a Socialist still bitter from the events of 1934.

The foothills of the Alps run down to meet the Danube at
Vienna and within an hour of the Opera by tram or car or
bicycle you have sub-alpine scenery, with the Hungarian and
Czechoslovak border mountains and the first snow-caps in the
distance, and the Danube running beneath you on its journey
between the Black Forest and the Black Sea and all around you
the endless Vienna Forest, where Beethoven and Mozart and
Strauss found the inspiration for their music.

You come back lazily in the dusk, with the fireflies dancing
round you and the young men in their leather shorts and white
stockings strolling along with their arms round the trim waists
of the girls in their4 Dirndls, and pause at one of the wine-growing
villages before you resume your homeward way. For the good
God, who thought of everything when he made Vienna, has
put vineyards on the surrounding hills, where the suburbs end,
so that Vienna has only to reach out its hand when it wants a
drink, and in these wine-growing villages, one lovelier than
another, Grinzing and Nussdorf and Sievering and Gumpolds-
kirchen, every second house has a green light on a pole and a
garden or a courtyard where you sit and drink this year's wine,
from last year's grapes, while musicians play Viennese songs.
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